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Chapter 1


            


            


            “Shit! ” 


            There were few things worse than a
girl's fuck toy breaking down right before she came. It was a very short list,
but at the moment Livvy couldn't think of another one. 


            Quickly, she rammed her hand down
inside the folds of her pussy and tried to keep the motion going, praying she
could recapture that roller coaster feeling she always got right before that
crazy free fall. Too late. The moment had passed, and she sure as hell wasn't
going to be able to get it back again anytime soon. 


            “Dammit!” 


            Sitting up, Livvy stared at the pink
dildo lying like a limp sausage in her hand. She gave it a shake and thumbed
the switch several times, but the vibrator refused to buzz. Checking the
electrical outlet, she tried moving the plug to a different socket. When that
didn't solve the problem, she jiggled the wire where it disappeared inside the
plastic pussy-fier. 


            Nada.



            By now she was thoroughly disgusted.
No, not disgusted. Horny and unsatisfied was closer to the truth. 


            Okay, now what? It was Saturday
night, she hadn't had a date in more than two months— sixty-eight days and
two hours, for lack of anything better to do—and no, there didn't seem to
be much of a prospect for one in the near future. Oh, yeah, she could go to the
nearest club and pick up some poor schlub who was looking for some action
without the sword of commitment hanging over his head. But Livvy always got an oily,
disgusted feeling whenever one of her friends or co-workers dragged her to such
a place. For one thing, how could she get off with someone she wouldn't give a
second glance to on one of her worst days? 


            Besides, she still had the
old-fashioned notion that one day someone so totally cool, so unbelievably
good-looking, and so romantically in love with her would literally sweep her
off her feet, throw her on the bed, and show her she no longer had to spend her
hard-earned money on mechanical boyfriends. 


            That one got a sad laugh out of her.
Oh, yeah, like she was ever going to find someone like that. Here she was,
Elizabeth Truitt, edging ever closer to that thirty-year mark, and she didn't
have a ghost of a chance of finding Mr. Right, or Mr. Almost Right, or even Mr.
I'll Take Anything Breathing, thank you. 


            Letting out a small groan of disgust,
Livvy got off the sofa and turned off 
the porno DVD she'd been humping to. Jerking the dead dildo's plug from
the socket, she tossed the broken toy into the garbage can in the kitchen and
washed her hands. 


            It was late. Nearly nine PM. But this
was prime time over at Sexeé. On Fridays and Saturdays they were open until two
AM. With a little luck she might find a new toy over in their merchandise
department. Grabbing her purse, Livvy hurried out of her apartment and got into
her car for the thirty-four minute drive to the sex shop on the outskirts of
town. In her hurry she'd forgotten to pull on a pair of panties. Screw it. Who
would know? 


            Sexeé was not one's average porno
store. For one thing, it was located right off the interstate with a billboard
advertising it was a quarter of a mile right up the road, take Exit 22B. For
another, it wasn't just a store. It was built to resemble a Grecian palace complete
with inner courtyard, video store, bookstore, clothing department, and other
miscellaneous merchandise. 


            The parking lot was rowded when she
arrived, but most of the vehicles were located near the videos and books. Livvy
parked on the west side, directly in front of the mercantile. 


            An older man looked up from his
newspaper as she entered. He gave her a casual once-over as she passed between
the detectors. She ignored him and headed straight for the Wall of Sexual
Wonders. 


             Mmm, cuffs, nipple clamps, fake vaginas, dick pumps... Ah.
Vibrators.


            Aww,
crap. They were picked over. Livvy eyed the pink bunny vibe, but long ago she'd
learned not to waste her money on anything that used batteries. Buying fresh
batteries only boosted the bottom line of the toy to the point where she felt
she needed to seriously consider buying stock in Duracell and Eveready. And
don't even get her started on rechargeables. 


            Nope. No more batteries. No way.
Plug-ins only, thank you. 


            This left her with a choice between a
wand-like device or a dipsy-doodle twisting something or other that went by the
name of Pulsing Tiger. “Unless it growls, there's nothing tiger" about
it,” Livvy murmured to herself. Besides, tigers have stripes. This thing was
silver. Who on earth names these things, anyway? 


            That meant the sex shop was a bust.
Grimacing, Livvy strode out, ignoring the merchant's bid of goodnight, and
drove back to her place. Unless she went with the old-fashioned method, a nice
buzz and restful night's sleep from released endomorphines (or whatever they
were called) was out of the question. 


            Damn. 


            But she could check the internet when
she got home. Hopefully she'd find something and have it shipped overnight. Of
course that would cost her an arm and a leg, but she was worth it. 


            Long before she got out of college,
Elizabeth Truitt knew her body craved sex. Unfortunately, living in the Age of
AIDS, she wasn't allowed the luxury of bed hopping like coeds did in the 60s
and 70s. And after that one instance where the guy she was with claimed to pull
on a rubber but didn't, she made damn sure her partner suited up prior to doing
the Hokey Pokey. 


            The sad thing was, she didn't like
having a boy toy or fuck partner, as many girls whom she knew did. When they
got that itch, they had no compunction about swinging over to the nearest
singles place where they could find someone to keep their bed warm for the
night. Nick, Blake, John, Carl...  The
litany of names was endless. And although Livvy's list had started to get quite
lengthy by the time she graduated with her bachelor's and went out into the
real world, it hadn't grown much since then. 


            For one thing, she had gained a
different perspective on life and love since she'd gotten a job in a field she
cared about. With that newfound reasoning and maturity, she also learned to
care more about her body. Oh, the overwhelming need to have her brains screwed
out never left her. But the “with whom” part took a complete one-eighty turn. 


            Livvy accepted the fact she was a
borderline nympho. Key word “borderline”. The first time she was introduced to
a dildo, her life changed, and she took the road less traveled by succumbing to
the lure of vibrators and anal plugs. The one doctor she'd admitted her compulsion
to had praised her for her choices in life. “Otherwise, you could very well
have ended up walking the streets, your life inevitably shortened because of an
STD or AIDS, or as a result of a brutal confrontation with a john or pimp.” 


            But then he had gone on to suggest a
possible stint in a rehab clinic. Or maybe taking some prescribed drugs which
might help her cope with what had to be some sort of hormonal imbalance. Drugs,
that, he admitted, albeit reluctantly, that could leave her in a stupor. Or interfere
with her ability to cope with reality. 


            Ever since that meeting Livvy had not
gone back to that doctor, or to any other physician. The last thing she wanted
was to spend the rest of her life in a funky haze. Nope. Not her. No way. If
she had managed to cope this long, she could continue to find more right
choices. And with luck, she might find that one man who was just as sexually
compulsive and uninhibited as she was. 


            Of course, she wasn't going to hold
her breath that he would show up anytime soon. 


            The moment she got back to her
apartment, Livvy fired up her computer and logged on to her favorite sex site.
She loved this URL. It was like shopping in a candy store with a limitless
credit card. In the past, she had gotten her Muff Muffin from this store, but
while searching for electric vibrators, of the six that came on-screen, four
were temporarily sold out—EXPECTED DELIVERY DATE WITHIN THREE TO FOUR WEEKS. 


             Wait three to four weeks? Are they kidding? 


            Item B2883 was a G-spot slimline. It
looked too thin. Livvy liked them thick. And long. The bigger, the better to
fill her. 


            She clicked on the only other choice.
B4339 was a pretty skin tone color. It also had a nubbled head, and there was
no way she would ever use a nubbled head again. The first and only time she'd
used one of those, she must have scratched the inner lining of her vagina,
forcing her to seek attention from her gynecologist. Fortunately, the injury
was slight, but it hurt like hell for nearly a week. No way would she ever again
use anything that didn't have a smooth head. 


            Well, hell. That website was a bust.
Reluctantly she clicked on her second choice website, but she had gotten stung
once by this manufacturer when she'd tried to return a defective order. Livvy
scanned their list of choices, but nothing interested her or her libido. 


            Biting her lower lip, she did a
search for another purveyor of vibrators, with no luck. Too many places like
that were woven within illegal porn sites, and those places held nasty computer
viruses, like AIDS for motherboards. One had to be ultra careful when surfing
the net these days. As careful as going on a date. 


            Frustrated, she banged her fist on
the table. There was a another store in Cutter City. It was a good two and a
half, three hour drive one way, but there was no way she would make it over
there tonight before it closed. In fact, with tomorrow being a workday, she
wouldn't be able to leave until after work. 


            Livvy sighed and got up from her
computer. Tonight she would have to find a way to make do with her hand or with
one of her old battery-operated jobs she still had stored somewhere. But, she
could tell it was going to be a long night. 
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